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after this time; and once, when he was in a placid frame of mind, he was obliged to own to me that he had enjoyed happier days, and had many more friends, since that gloomy hour than before1.
It is a sad saying, that ' most of those whom he wished to please had sunk into the grave;1 and his case at forty-five was singularly unhappy, unless the circle of his friends was very narrow. I have often thought, that as longevity is 'generally desired, and I believe, generally expected, it would be wise to be continually adding to the number of our friends, that the loss of some may be supplied by others. Friendship, ' the wine of life2,' should like a well-stocked cellar, be thus continually renewed; and it is consolatory to think, that although we can seldom add what will equal the generous first-groivths of our youth, yet friendship becomes insensibly old in much less time than is commonly imagined, and not many years are required to make it very-mellow and pleasant. Warmth will, no doubt,
of himself drawn with as much truth, and as firm a hand, as can be seen in the portraits of Hogarth or Sir Joshua Reynolds.' He wrote it after revisingand enlarging his Dictionary, and he sadly asks himself what is left for him to do.
Me, pensi immunis cum jam mihi
redder, inertis Desidia; sors dura manet, gravior-
que labore Triads   et   atra   quics,   et   tardce
tfcdia vitfc. Nascuntur   curis   curx,   vexatque
dolorum Importuna   cohors,   vacurc   mala
somnia mentis. Nunc   clamosa juvant   nocturnrc
gaudia mensa;, Nunc loca sola placent; frustra
te, somne, recumbens, Alme voco, impatiens noctis, metu-
ensque diei. Omnia percurro trepidus, circum
omnia lustre. Si  qua  usquam  pateat  melioris
semita vitse, Nee quid agam invenio. . , .
Quid faciam ?  tcncbrisnc pigram
damnarc sencctam Restat ? an accingar studiis gravi-
oribus audax?
Aut, hoc si nimium cst, tandem nova lexica poscam ?
Johnson's Works, i. 164. 1 A few weeks before his wife's deatli he wrote in The Rambler (No. 196) :•—' The miseries of life would be increased beyond all human power of endurance, if we were to enter the world with the same opinions as we carry from it.' He would, I think, scarcely have expressed himself so strongly towards his end. Though, as Dr. Maxwell records, in his Collectanea (post, 1770), 'he often used to quote with great pathos those fine lines of Virgil:— ' Optima qusequc dies miscris mor-
talibus revi Primafugit, &c.'"
yet he owned, and   the   pages   of Boswell amply testify, that it was in the latter period of his life that he had his happiest days. * Macbeth, Act ii. sc. 3.
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